THE INCOMPATIBLES                      Richard
Church
IF you relent, I am prepared.
I did not know your strength!
How should the waters flow
Back from the marshes where the sun has glared,
Back from their brackish neighbourhood of sea,
Where the foiled plover shrieks above the samphire,
To be recoiled upon their source?
But this you have dared!
You who are water, I who am fire.
Both to our elemental rhythm true,
We might have marred ourselves, grown reconciled,
You to the little flame, I to the rivulet,
Making a hissing marriage of the wild
With the wild! Did you forget
This possibility of impossibles,
The fiery getting of the flood with child,
I fathering, you mothering a god
Green-eyed and cavern-hearted,
Yet with a fiery arrow shod,
And hair amingling, ripple-parted
As water flows, yet crisp as light?
But you, unnatural, have turned away,
Set back the river to the hills;
And the fire dies, the fire stills
Its flames! See how they play,
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